C/iopter 7
The MORNING AFTER

WILSON SLEPT WELL: HEAVILY: TOE SLEEP Ol* THK DRUNKEN.
He came out of his sleep slowly. He fought his way out of it
and into a headache that threatened to split his skull3 and
from the headache into a resolution of future temperance. It
was not that he did not enjoy drinking. lie did. But it was
not worth while. If only one could remember that
Where was he? He was staying with Channel: Bentinck
had seemed pleased with the arrangement- lie wondered
how Bentinck had got back, and then remembered that
Relief, the professor's assistant, had driven him home. He
had hardly spoken to Retief last night. He wondered if he
had been rude. It was certainly good of the doctor to put him
up for a few days while Mrs, Le Blanc fixed up the guest
house for him. That was nice of her, A charming woman: a
very beautiful one to find here. But was she really beautiful?
Her grey eyes were so widely spaced, her hair so pale in color,
her cheekbones so high, her mouth so wide. Her lips looked
as if they had been put on from the outside, She was so alive.
She moved so well. And her voice was lovely.
Last night continued to take shape in his mind. By an
effort he superimposed it onto his headache. He had never
seen anything like it before, There had been talk of a gorilla;
that she had one, a pet, somewhere. Who had told him that?
Sebastian. Who was Sebastian? Sebastian who? Sebastian
what? He said he lived with two colored women. He said he